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THE men had dragged the lake for two .days. They were silentand grim and wishing the watery business over. There was ashout. All was confusion for a few minutes, but then the body
was hauled into the boat and covered. The gruesome task was over
and the gray men could go home. It was about eight o'clock in the
evening and raining when the discovery was made. The lake, as if
anxious to be rid of its inhabitant, tossed and churned and pushed at
the boat. Once having disposed of its burden, it seemed to heave
and sigh as if in relief.
And never a man turned or heard the sad sand as it fought back
the water.
But there was one dark man who stooel watching the scene, and
as he turned to leave, his lined face reflected triumph at what he
had heard.
"Man drowned," they said. "Don't know why or how, but he's
dead. "
Of course they wouldn't know why, he mused. They would never
know why a body floated on the lake, or how it had gotten there,
Nor could they know the murderous anger which that body had once
aroused in him. Anger that had flared at a criticism and faded with
the man's death. They could not know the utter simplicity of death,
A man drowns easily when he is knocked unconscious and pushed
from a boat. So easily.
He didn't see the body when they held services. No one saw the
boc~y then. The short ceremony was finally over, and he clasped
moist hands and avoided misty eyes. It hadn't been bad. Funerals
were funerals and there never had been much of an alternative.
He didn't go to the graveyard. It was raining again and it made
the whole affair thoroughly disgusting to him, and so he went horne
to smoke and reacl.
The next day was wet too. The sun disappeared and it was a
"five-in-the-winter-time sort of atmosphere. It rained for a whole
week. Never had the country seen such a drenching. There was no
<other topic of conversation, for the drowning, now over a week past,
had been overshadowed by the low clouds and the deluge.
It was not until the following Monday that he began to wonder.
A tired thought had been vaguely present, but now it pushed to. the
surface of his mind and would not leave. 0 f course It had rained
before. In some places, weeks of rain were common, but stil~ so
much water was odd. Everyone said it was unusual, but ever smce
that drowning it had rained almost continuously.
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Dy the third week things were going badly for him. He didn't
sleep at night and couldn't write during the day. At first the thoughts
and flashes would come clearly and logically, but gradually they
came faster and faster falling over each other to reach the surface of
his mind, anel he became so confused he was almost sick. Then he
would have to lie clown and try to rest. But the thoughts ran and
scrambled and pushed against his head until it ached.
He saw the answer quite clearly one evening. There was only
one thing to do, and he wondered why he hadn't thought of it before.
That night he slept better than he had for clays, but the rain still
pounded mercilessly on the roof and made a music that be despised.
The next morning be got up, lit the fire and prepared breakfast.
Rain was still coming when he looked out, and he could see water
standing in the fields. He supposed the road past his house was
flooded too, but he didn't look. After eating, he put on a black
rubber coat and high boots, carefully put out the fire and raked
ashes over the coals.
He was almost blinded by the storm when he stepped out, and
he started toward the lake which was now higher than it had been for
years. He paused for a moment on the sodden beach and then started
in. His clothing kept him dry, but the rain started to trickle down
inside his collar, and this annoyed him. When the water reached his
waist he began to feel the cold, and he shivered and tried to draw the
coat closer. It was hard walking. The waves seemed determined to
carry him away, but when he glanced up he saw that a moving cloud
revealed a silver sky and he kept on.
Soon there was only a swirl of water where he had been.
Mr. Meeker and the Frustrated
Lycanthropist
Harry White
MR. l\IJEEKE.H was beginning his evening walk through the park.He pau.secl a moment on the .steps o~ his apartme:lt house anc!made final adjustments to hIS clothing, In precise order, he
straightened the brim on his hat, brushed dandru ff from the shoulders
of his light gray suit, and inspected both toes of his shining black
shoes for dust. Satisfied. he hung his ivory colored cane on his arm
and stepped briskly into the deeply shadowed twilight.
A remarkably beautiful evening, thought Mr. Meeker. Fallen
leaves from the park across the street were scudding over the pave-
ment in the soft autumn wind, and quietly echoing auto horns sounded
from the other end of the block. As Mr. Meeker stepped off the
curb at the corner, a full mOOIl slid from behind a cloud and silvered
the windows of the apartments behind him.
